in Ms chair, his eyes closed and his bald head rosy with
perspiration in the glow of an electric candle. Beside
him was a woman who turned and looked at Bayard
with blazing and harried desperation. Above them stood
a waiter with a head like a monk?s and as Bayard
passed he saw that the diamond was missing from
Harry?s tie, and he heard their bitter suppressed voices
as their hands struggled over something on the table
beyond the discreet shelter of their bodies. As he and
his companion reached the exit the woman^s voice rose
with a burst of filthy rage into a shrill, hysterical
scream cut sharply off, as if some one had clapped a
hand over her mouth.

The next day Miss Jenny drove into town and wired
him again. But when this wire was dispatched Bayard
was sitting in an airplane on the tarmac of the govern-
ment field at Dayton, while the shabby man hovered
an4 darted here and there in a frenzied manner and a
group of army pilots stood near by, soberly noncom-
mittal. The machine looked like any other biplane,, save
that there were no visible cables between the planes,
which were braced from within by wires on a system of
springs; hence? motionless on the ground, dihedral was
negative. The theory was that while in level flight,
dihedral would be eliminated for speed, and when the
machine was banked, side pressure would automatically
increase dihedral for maneuverability* The cockpit was
set well back toward the fin.

"So you can see the wings when they buckle,95 the
man who lent him helmet and goggles said drily. "It's
an old pair," he added. Bayard glanced at him, coldly
humorless. "Look here, Sartoris," the other said, "let
that crate alone. These birds show up here every week
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